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Library ground breaking set for April 16

Bla~game
SAPL
president

Exciting times
ahead for library

T

his should be one of the most
exciting and productive years in
the history of our society. With
Mary Grigsby settled in as library director
and Bill Heller as dean, things are really
starting to move on campus.
The most important event is our
annual meeting and the ground breaking
for the new library building. I hope every
single board member is in attendance.
Mary Grigsby is bursting with new
ideas for the library, and SAPL has a role
in just about every one of them. As the
library expands and improves, SAPL's
role should grow along with it.
I want to thank all the board members
and the library staff for their assistance
and patience with me during my presidential term.
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Ground will be broken for a new, 3-story library building on Apri/16. An
architect's rendering. above, shows what the $15 -million project will look like.

A ground breaking for a new library at the University
of South Florida's St. Petersburg campus will be held at
4:30p.m. April16 adjacent to the existing library.
See story on page 7

Poynter Library receives major
military history collection
The Nelson Poynter Memorial
Library at the University of South
Florida's St. Petersburg campus has
received a significant collection of books
on World War II and all aspects of
military history.
About 500 books were donated by St.
Petersburg attorney AI Underberg, in
memory of his lifelong friend William
Neely. The books include many European
publications unique to the state university
system of libraries. Michael Moore's
Battalion at War: Singapore 1942, a
history of the Cambridgeshire Regiment,
and Lieutenant Ramsey's War, a memoir

of service in the Philippines, are two
notable examples.
Neely, a native of Tampa who
collected the books, was a lieutenant in the
Signal Corps. He served in the Burma
Theater of Operations and participated in
parachute raids behind Japanese lines. His
service was recognized with the Silver and
Bronze Stars, as well as medals from the
governments of Burma and India.
Neely eventually retired in St.
Petersburg. At his death in the summer of
1992, he willed his collection to

See History on page 2

Fiction is her forte
A. Janice Sumner wins Bayboro Fiction Contest not once, but twice!
A. Janice Sumner uses her middle
name and pronounces it Janeese. "One
of those southern things they did to
me," she says.
Sumner is the flrst student to win
the Bayboro Fiction Contest for a
second time. She won two years ago
with a story titled "The Silent Shine,"
and this year
with " All Things
Temporary."
She was
born in Lakeland
although she left
when she was
young. Louisville, Ky., seems
more her place
A. Janice Sumner
of origin. She
attended Eckerd College where she
published fiction and some poetry in
Eckerd publications.
Fiction is her forte. Her plans are to
finish the USF's master's program in
modernism in literature in May, and
perhaps spend the summer as a teaching
assistant to give herself time before
entering the Ph. D. program in AfricanAmerican women's studies.
She also wants to continue to write
a novel that forces itself to the fore of
her thoughts. She'd like to explore topics
in the genre of Southern fiction, emphasizing women~s empowerment and
relationships, as well as religious
symbolism and spirituality.
Writing has always had to take
second place to school and work. And,
until summer, her final thesis will be the

Bayboro
Fiction
Contest

SAPL names fiction contest winners
A. Janice Sumner, a USF
student, won first place in the
Seventh Annual Bayboro Fiction
Contest for her original short story
"All Things Temporary."
The Society for Advancement of
Poynter Library, a support group of
the Nelson Poynter Memorial Library
at University of South Florida's St.
Petersburg campus, sponsored the
contest and awarded a $250 prize to
Sumner. Sumner, who is working on
her master' s degree in literature at
USF' s Tampa campus, also won the
1990 Bayboro Fiction Contest.
Charles Geer, a literature major
culprit that steals time from the writing
that fights for first place.
After graduating from Eckerd
College, Sumner spent some time at the
University of Rhode Island and Columbia
University in New York. She liked the
cold weather but she missed Florida.
"There are sunshine people and
winter people and I am definitely someone
who needs to be around the sun," she says.
"I am more productive here in Florida. In
Rhode Island, I would cuddle up with a
book and stay in bed all day."
Sumner imagines a life combining
writing and teaching. "Writing is so
fulfilling for me," she says. "I can't
imagine being blessed enough to do that
full time." Doing both would be the best

at USF's New College in Sarasota,
took the second place prize of $100
for his entry "Thirty Miles Back."
The $100 third prize went to
Andrea Greenbaum, a Tampa
campus English major who wrote
"Allies."
The contest is open to students
at all USF campuses. It was judged
by Rick Wilber, a USF assistant
professor of journalism and director
of student publications who also
edits The Tampa Tribune's "Fiction Quarterly," a short story
supplement.
-Rita Gould
of both worlds, she says.
Winning the Bayboro Fiction
Contest, not once but twice, has been a
real boost for her. "Writers are
common in the graduate school of
literature, and it's so nice to hear
someone say that you have something,
some talent."
The contest has encouraged her to
make plans to continue writing,
"especially at a time when I've been
battling whether to go directly into the
Ph.D. program when my heart is in
writing.
"Winning has done great things
for me. I am honored and privileged."

-Rita Gould

HISTORY from page 1
Librarian
Jeny Notaro
leads a tour of
Japanese students
through the
Poynter Library.
Various groups
frequently tour the
campus, and the
library is a main
attraction.

Underberg who felt it appropriate to
donate the material to USF.
"This unique collection of books
came together based on the experiences
and research of William Neely who lived
the history the collection chronicles. These
books are very welcome additions and are
of special value to the library," said Mary
Grigsby, library director. "The Neely
collection will support the history and
political science curriculum, as well as
interdisciplinary research."

-Reported by Kathy Arsenault
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Winner of SAPL's
Seventh Annual
Bayboro
Fiction
Contest

R
ainbow, Aunt Marjorie's niece,
held her cigarette loosely, a cotton ball
between swollen lips. It was one of the
many trademarks she used to introduce
herself before saying "hello." She was
connected to that cigarette. Wood and I
never saw her put it out or light a new
one. Wood always laughed and said
Rainbow smoked a magic Virginia
Slims, always half-smoked and always
there, sometimes even when she spoke.
Aunt Marjorie's niece was fine, alright.
She was everything durable and
fleeting at once. She was the champagne we dreamed men might sip from
high heels, the lace wedding gown
passed down from one aunt to the next,
and the lipstick we stole from
Woolworth's. And of course, we hated
her for it.
She had a date that night. Tony's
girlfriends always had dates on Friday
nights. He'd drive through the hot,
Tennessee landscape in his convertible
with a dozen daisies in the passenger
seat, laughing and making all of us
wish we were the one wearing extra
deodorant between our breasts and
French perfume behind our knees for
him. Wood and I would have traded
five Saturday's to be at Rainbow's that
night.
Rainbow always waited on the
front porch of her Aunt's house.
Stomach round and tight beneath her
halter, she balanced high heels on
planks of wood, chipping the paint off
the pole she leaned against with one
red, fingemailed hand and using the
other to push her cigarette in and out
ever so slightly. That night she kissed
her cigarette, letting the smoke curl
around her powder smell. She kept
saying, "Maybe I shouldn 't wait for
him, maybe you girls should just go
home and I won't even wait for him,"

All T~iNqs
TEMpORARY
By

A. Janice Sumner
and Wood and I kept nodding, afraid
she might really mean it. Wood and I
were her friends - as much as we
could be and still hate her.
Every Friday we'd leave the
factory, exactly when the time clock
punched five. We'd buy a twelve of

Illustration by Jim Kenefick

Bud from old man Sam 's, two packs of
Rutley's from the machine in Howard
Johnson 's, and drive my father's Buick
to Aunt Marjorie's. We' d savor our
beer and watch Rainbow dip her feet
into silk stockings, line her lips with
strawberry-red and spray her hair until
it absolutely would not move
except where she knew Tony
would caress it. And then
we'd wait for Tony on the
front porch. He might
be a few minutes late
·• but he always came.
Every Friday was the
same. But that night
was more anxious.
"What do you
know about fireflies,
Patsy?" Rainbow's
smooth, made-up face
looked at me from
across the porch. "I
mean, I was just
wondering what you
think about the way
they light up like that.
Is it so they can see
where they're going or
are they just teasing us,
making us think we can
catch them in jelly
jars?"
Wood laughed and
bit the cuticles around
her nails. I liked
Rainbow's questions so
I didn't laugh. I tried to
find a clever answer in

See Fiction on page 4
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FICTION from page 3

my tired imagination, but Rainbow's face
was the only pictme I saw. It was lit up
with makeup and challenging anyone,
even Tony, to try to keep her or make her
go away. They couldn'tjar her velvet eyes
or her magic cigarette and they couldn't
quit wanting to, either. She was too
smooth. Like chocolate over cherries, she
was tempting and fattening and too
temporary to squander.

brilliant. Almost everyone thought so,
even if they wouldn't admit it.
"No, no, no ..." Rainbow rehooked her
stocking into her garter and wet the tip of
her shoe with spit from her mouth to
smooth it. "They know, Patsy, they know
exactly what they're doing and they are
challenging us. It's what they were made
for, after all."
I tasted the thin texture of cheap beer
against my tongue and looked for the first
time past Rainbow and into the evening's

could still use you as a woman. But that
night, Wood and I were getting drunk
without Marjorie. It was just us, and
Rainbow, and a million fireflies waiting
for Tony, on an ancient front porch.
Wood glanced at her wrist Timex,
holding her lighter to see through the dark
and heavy heat. I looked at Rainbow
during the momentary flicker. She had
been standing in the same place when I
finally first said hello to her.
Wood wouldn' t come, said that any

But Rainbow was so lovely and misplaced
on that putrid porch, I couldn't even breathe,
much less tell her what we'd planned.
I felt too ordinary in my brown hair, small,
white body and plain fingernails.
"I guess I think they know all about
us," I said, pulling my T-shirt away from
my body to ventilate my moist skin. "Bet
they think it's funny we chase them, us so
big putting them in a jar they can probably
squeeze out of anyway."
" Until I let them go in their shocked
state or tie their little butts to my sneakers," Wood laughed and spit her cuticle
into a potted plant beside where we sat.
Wood laughed after every sentence
she said. I noticed in elementary school
and kept track of it in high school. Twenty
chuckles a class period. It made her pretty
in a happy little way. Not beautiful like
Rainbow but pretty. And there was
nothing to hate in Wood. She was like me
and we could talk like we were both parts
of the same head. She could be so mean
she could make me cry cheap mascara
right in front of Tony and I wouldn't hate
her. We were just the same.
Rainbow purred a maybe and adjusted
her mini-skirt so her navel stretched just
above the elastic waistline. I loved
Rainbow' s skin. It was perfect chocolate
milk color when there's only a tablespoon
of chocolate powder left to use. Aunt
Mrujorie's family was white but
Rainbow's daddy was a handsome black
man. I saw him the day he brought
Rainbow from New Orleans in his white
Chevrolet so she could spend a summer
around her aunts, around kin. He seemed
so strong, I thought of a tree in which
children build tree houses and 10 years
later real houses out of the same oak. He
and his wife were beautiful, and when
they mixed and made Rainbow they were
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outline for fireflies. Hundreds of miniatme
lights went on and off. A Christmas tree of
perfect ocular rhythm. I wondered whether
we'd get to talk about "the change" that
night. After Tony drove Rainbow away,
Wood and I would pester Aunt Marjorie
until she talked about it. She was the only
one of the seven Aunts who' d let us in on
the secret feeling only 55-year-old and
over women k now.
Wood and I liked it when a lonely,
hot, late night around a kitchen table
strewn with Polaroid snapshots and bits of
keepsake baby. hair tied with tiny, brittle
ribbons (blue for Rainbow's cousin 's and
pink for hers) would initiate us to the
"change of life" talk. As if we weren' t 18
but 80, we'd listen with knowing gestures
about the day Aunt Marjorie realized
she'd stopped menstruating and how after
a sign like that nothing was the same. ·
We'd never widen even an eye lest she say
"All things are temporary anyway, better
to sleep than talk," and leave us to the
bottom of our beers and the hollowness of
drunken, familiar conversations.
Aunt Marjorie could create memories
we'd never experienced, yet knew by
heart. She'd sit against the afghan Aunt
Polly had made for her not weeks before
dying and cry little round tears, reliving
the days when each day was only one of
millions to save in a photograph. She'd
drink one of our beers and use the sweaty
can to dab her brown hair away from her
sun-dry forehead. And she'd warn of us
our time, the horror of endless months
awaiting even the smallest of red drops,
anything to prove to your eyes that God

girl so fancy wasn ' t down to earth enough
for her taste. So I did it alone. I walked to
the porch where all the aunts usually sat
talking of beans and nursing babies and I
introduced myself as her cousin once
removed and a friend, if she really needed
one.
"I don' t usually take to girlfriends,"
she said. I wasn't insulted because her
sweet voice sounded in my ears before her
words. I never listened to Rainbow until
after I left her. I knew then she would take
Tony from me. I had never had him but
she was the one to eliminate my chance.
Everyone loved Tony and Tony loved no
one, but she would change things. Seemed
Rainbow could live forever if she wanted.
Rainbow knew she could have Tony,
anyone, even me, in her life whenever she
wanted. And I knew then that I would love
her very much for being everything I
wasn't born to be and hate her for knowing it. I left deciding I'd nickname her
Rainbow, not only because of the makeup
she wore but because she spoke the magic
of one.
Wood let the flame dissolve into
black and chucked an "eight o' nine" into
the air. I elbowed her stomach from my
side of the swinging chair, knowing that
Tony was sometimes late, but never more
than two hours late. I heard Rainbow bend
her knees and slide to a squatting position.
The air smelled sad, like the fall, and it all
seemed wrong because Tony was never so
late. Wood began swinging her sandals in
and out so the double swing we sat in
creaked with movement. Through the
screen door Aunt Marjorie washed

-Rainbow's clothes with dish detergent in
the kitchen sink - peach dresses and
pearl buttons drowning in soap. Rainbow
had been wearing her peach dress the
second day I approached her. Her kinky
soft hair had been tied behind her ears
with a dandelion chain and she had been
reading a paperback on the porch steps.
I stared at her from the road. Sometimes she placed her finger between the
pages and flipped to the front cover to
stare at the raised gold picture of the
strong man and frail, exposed woman.
During one of these times she noticed me
studying her, only feet away.Wood and I
had spoken about Rainbow 's previous
aloofness and how we hated it, especially
how Wood hated it. We had decided that I
would tell Rainbow we didn't really take
to girlfriends, either. And even though I
hadn't told Wood, I was sad about it. But
Rainbow was so lovely and misplaced on
that putrid porch that alii did was breathe
and feel ordinary in my brown hair, small,
white body and plain fingernails. Her eyes
were the heavy brown of the hot porch as I

Illustration by Jim Kenefick

walked forward. the only word she said
was 'well."
She was so detached from my life, so
immune to the waxy air and decaying
things around her in all of her rainbow
light that I said it. It wasn't what we'd
planned. It wasn't something I knew I felt.
It came from the part of my personality
that refused to be edited. "Something
about you makes us hate you, without
even knowing you." The words fell from
my mouth and dripped heat from everything around us. I was ashamed that even
my rudeness could not make her flinch .
Rainbow repositioned her cigarette to
the side of her mouth and said, looking at
the cover of her paperback, "It's OK,
Patsy, I figured you would."
A moment without any breeze passed
and she took a breath. "Aunt Marjorie
wants you and your friend , is it Wood? to
come for supper tonight. Will you?"
I sat in the brown grass and thought of
Wood. It was the summer and we usually
stayed outside as much as we could. She'd
laugh at me, but it was what I wanted.
"Of course," I said. It was a
Friday night and the ritual began.
Rainbow was the flame of her magic
cigarette and Wood and I dirty, hot
dying moths.
"Nothing wrong with being a little
late, but I just hate waiting. You girls
must too, so just go on home, no
need us all waiting." Rainbow
took off her heels and placed
silken feet against the splinters
of the floor. We wouldn't go home
until after Tony came, until after Aunt
Marjorie took her dry, droopy face to bed.
It was our ritual, and not one of us wanted
it broken.
Wood stood, knotted her T-shirt
above her blue jeans, and went
inside the house. She was as tall
as the screen door and bent
forward when she went
through it. I knew she
would convince Aunt
Mrujorie to quit
washing and have a
beer, initiate her one
more time.
The night was
drunken and I liked
the way it made the
fireflies worth
watching so I stayed,
in the dark, with
Rainbow. I lay down in
the swing so I could watch
through the tiny rectangles of the
door. Wood braided her blond hair and

- -- -------~----.

tied it with a twist-tie from the garbage
bag. She was a restless child listening to a
preacher. Aunt Marjorie's voice seeped
through the heavy night at times, and I
liked trying to fill in the rest of the
"change talk" so much I almost didn ' t
notice Rainbow's whimper. It was candy
sweet, like her voice, but it was truly
pitiful. I sat for minutes and listened to it,
curious that it existed. I imagined comforting her or asking what it was about but I
was a piece of that porch, and surely old,
wooden slabs couldn't understand the
feelings of a beautiful rainbow. I opened
another beer and drank half. I wondered if
those tears would put out her cigarette.
" He's not coming, Patsy."
"Course he is, Tony always comes for
you." I used the reassuring Aunt voice I
usually used for Wood. It was important
that she didn't know how unsteady her
c1ying made me. It was important that I
finish my beer.
"No, he told me today he wasn't
coming, ever. I couldn't believe he had
found another girl like he said." She
whimpered candy sweet sniffles again.
"So I yelled at him to tell me the truth and
he wouldn't, so I told him if he didn't tell
me I would make him sorry, and you
know what he said?"
" What?" I imagined Rainbow's
mascara pooling in the corners of her eyes.
The smell of damp dirt and hair spray
circled me.
"That he didn 't really like me as
much as he thought, that I couldn't
understand him. Can you imagine?" I
heard her suck on her cigarette.
I attempted to direct the scene she'd
just written in my imagination. I couldn't.
The air became short and tight against my
skin and Rainbow's crying turned into
whispered "well, well' s" and "who'd have
imagined's" And I thought of what Aunt
Marjorie was spending so much pain to
say to Wood a wall away. I knew it wasn't
to collect fine baby hair and stained
ribbons while we could, or even to
appreciate our ability to still grow a baby
inside us. I knew it was something old
houses and people knew.
I stood and walked to where I heard
Rainbow inhaling and I sat next to her. We
breathed the smell together. I waited to see
how she might regain sophistication after
crying. Looking at the firefly Christmas
tree I realized she'd never lost it. "Want to
go inside?" I asked.
"Of course," she said and walked to
the light of the door leaving her heels
behind.
-,

"'
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Mary
Grigsby

The importance of SAPL
to USF St. Petersburg
SAPL provides essential support for Poynter Library

Director's VIew

I am delighted to have joined the
staff of the University of South
Florida's St. Petersburg campus and to
have the opportunity to work with the
team of capable, enthusiastic, energetic
and dedicated people who provide
education and do meaningful research
at USF St. Petersburg.
Among the most pleasant and
gratifying aspects of my work to date is
working with the members of SAPL.
The Nelson Poynter Memorial Library
is indeed fortunate in having such a
strong group of supporters dedicated to
assisting the library in fulfilling its
mission. Oscar Blasingame has proved
himself an able leader as president this
year, has been a wonderful resource
and provided good counsel to me as
"the new kid on the block."
The warm welcome I received in
the form of a delightful reception
sponsored by SAPL was the first of
many activities the organization is
involved in. Most recently, SAPL is
sponsoring the new library building
ground-breaking ceremony on Aprill6.
This major undertaking has been
handled both expertly and with
apparent ease by the ground-breaking
committee, comprising William Walker
as chairman, and members Sally
Spector, Barbara Donegan, Teddy
Aggeles and Marci Jacobs.
The very successful Antiquarian
Book Fair is a highlight of activity for
the USF St. Petersburg campus during
March and is one of the wonderful
events SAPL sponsors that is of direct
and essential benefit to the library.
In addition, SAPL has provided
funding to send a librarian, one who
has not had the opportunity in the past,
to attend the meeting of the American
Library Association this year. This will
be an important professional experience
for the librarian, who will bring back a
report on the conference for SAPL and
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the library staff. Two much needed
Atlas stands also have been purchased
for the library recently and are now
fully in use. The importance of SAPL
to the library and university becomes
more and more apparent to me as the
months go by.
I am also pleased by the meaningful contribution made by the staff of
the library to the campus community
and other library users. The ability,
energy and enthusiasm they demonstrate ensure the success of the library
in continuing to move dynamically
into the "Information Age" while
preserving the focus on service to
library users.
The excellent foundation in
collections and services is a credit to
those who provided leadership over
the years. Jackie Shewmaker, Sam
Fustukjian, Betty Ferris and Doris
Cook each played important roles in
building the library. In February, I had
the good fortune to meet Doris Cook,
the campus' s first librarian, and hear
some entertaining accounts of the
early days of the library.
Some highlights of library
activities include development of the
new library building plans through the
design development phase, and
selection of artist Robert Calvo to do
artwork to be integrated into the new
building, a major step in building
planning.
Calvo received his B.A. with
honors in art from USF in 1981, and
has received two National Endowment
for the Arts fellowships. He currently
has a studio in Portland, Ore. He will
speak at the April 16 SAPL membership meeting and at the campus's
annual awards dinner.
The artwork he has chosen to
create for the library speaks to the
history of libraries as well as to the
creations of scholarship. Icons that are

symbols of the endurance of ideas by
way of architectural and other symbols
are an ongoing concern in his artwork.
In keeping with national trends, the
Poynter Library is building a development program that continues to rely on
the traditional support of state funding
and the essential support of SAPL
while simultaneously seeking multiple
additional sources of financial support.
Joyce Van Horn, Jim Gillespie, Rita
Gould, Michael Hajak and James
Fellows are charter members of the
newly established library development
committee. The committee has begun
to work on publications to support
development efforts.
Additional goals for development
include endowment support for
research coJ.]ections and new, enhanced
computer technologies.
It is the great good fortune of USF
St. Petersburg to have Bill Heller as our
dean. His vision for the future of the
campus will set the course for the
future growth and development of our
campus and the library.
Society is changing. Academic
institutions are changing. We are
challenged with determining how they
change and what core values will be
represented in those changes. Through
planning, with care for the future and in
genuine partnership with our constituents, through providing the best
possible service in the present, and
through working cooperatively to
achieve our goals, we make a choice
about the future of our society.
Free access to information is a core
value of our society that is embodied in
the library. It is with enthusiasm and
pleasure that I look forward to working
with you, the members of SAPL, to
enhance library collections, to extend
library services and to support teaching,
research and the endeavor to understand.

Ground breaking
for library
set for April 16
A ground-breaking ceremony for a new
library building at the University of South
Florida's St. Petersburg campus will be held
April 16 at 4:30p.m. adjacent to the existing
library. Later that evening, the campus's
annual awards dinner will be held at 6:30
p.m. at the Downtown Hilton and Towers.
The ground breaking is free and open to
the public. The featured speaker will be
Eugene Patterson, publisher emeritus of the
St. Petersburg Times. Refreshments will be
served after the ceremony, and artwork for
the new library will be on display.
The dinner begins with a reception at
6:30p.m. in the lobby of the Hilton, where
library special collections and historical
photographs will be exhibited. Dinner begins
at 7 p.m. The cost of the dinner is $15 per
person, and the public is invited to attend.
The theme of this event will be a "Tribute to
Poynter Library."
The new library is a $15-million project
that will double the size of the existing
library. It will hold 350,000 books, a longdistance learning and teleconference center,
and a media production center. The library
will feature fiber-optic technology, extensive
computer catalogs, special collections in local
history, marine science and children's books,
and a large video selection.

'Remembering Pearl Harbor'
manuscripts available
The Nelson Poynter Memorial
Library has received about 500 manuscripts concerning World War II,
donated by the St. Petersburg Times.
Called "Remembering Pearl Harbor,"
the manuscripts offer firsthand recollections from local citizens about the
bombing at Pearl Harbor. Many of the
accounts come from people who were in
Pearl Harbor during the war while other
stories, from civilians, detail how the
war affected them on the home front.
The Times published a portion of

the manuscripts in a special section titled
"Remembering Pearl Harbor" to mark the
50th anniversary of America's entry into
World War II. The Times then donated all
submissions to USF St. Petersburg to aid
present and future scholars. A researcher's
guide was recently completed for the
collection.
The public is welcome to view the
manuscripts during library hours: 8 a.m.10 p.m. Monday through Thursday; 8 a.m
- 5 p.m. Friday; 9 a.m. - 5 p.m. Saturday;
and 1 - 7 p.m. Sunday.

Honor someone special by
donating a book to the library
Want to find that complete something that would make a person feel
proud, treasured and respected? Or want
to give a gift to honor yourself?
That perfect present for a birthday,
anniversary, graduation or memorial is a
book given to the Poynter Library in
honor of that special person.
An important memento of a special
occasion, a donated book is easily
tailored to the honoree's unique interest.
The library is looking for books on a

variety of subjects so it is easy to find a
match.
The next time you're looking for the
ideal gift, call Kathy Arsenault, special
collection librarian at 893-9124. She will
help you select a book and set up a
personalized book plate. At present, the
Hbrary has generic USF book plates with a
small space that holds only a few words.
And remember, gifts to the library are tax
deductible.

-Joyce B. Van Horn

Book fair nets $4,000
for SAPL projects
The Florida Antiquarian Book Fair
was held at USF St. Petersburg March 12
through March 14. More than 90 vendors
sold a vast variety of books, maps, prints
and other paper collectibles, including first
editions of Faulkner, Hardy, Sir Walter
Scott and many others.
Paper marbling was demonstrated,
and the USF library staff provided free
book evaluation.
All proceeds from admissions accrued
to SAPL, which supplied volunteers for
ticket sales. Admission was free to all
Photograph by Anne Von Rosenstiel
SAPL members. This is a major source of
revenue, providing more than $4,000 for
Vendors and buyers traveled across the country to attend the Florida Antiquarian
Book Fair. The event drew a crowd of about 1,200 to the St. Petersburg campus.
various library projects.
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Checks should be made payable to USF Foundation.
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